2O6                                  SHEPPEY

ACT I

SHEPPEY: Very good, sir.   Shall I send it or will you take

it with you?
BOLTON: Mind you, I don't believe in it, but to oblige you

I'll try it.

SHEPPEY: Well, sir, I'm sure you'll be surprised.
BOLTON: I may just as well take it with me.

SHEPPEY:  A bottle of Grayline for Mr.  Bolton, please,,

Mr. Bradley,

BRADLEY: I'll just do it up for you, sir.   Cash, please.
BOLTON: Good-night.
THE OTHERS: Good-night, sir.

[Miss JAMES steps out and BOLTON follows.  BRADLEY
has held open the curtain for him and goes out after
him,
Miss GRANGE: You are a caution, Sheppey.

SHEPPEY: I know I am. I don't believe there's another man
in the business could 'ave sold Mr. Bolton a bottle of
'air-dye. They can say what they like, that's all it is.
If it's anything at all, that's to say.

Miss GRANGE: Oh, I wasn't thinking of that.

SHEPPEY: You wasn't? But it was a masterpiece the way I
kidded him. 'E put me on my mettle, saying I'd never
sell 'im anything not if I tried till doomsday. 'E's no
fool either. Not like some of these young fellows as'll
believe anything you tell them. You know, I was
listening meself to what I was saying and I said to
meself, you're a wonder, Sheppey, there's no 4oubt
about it, you're a little wonder.

Miss GRANGE: Oh, you make me sick, Sheppey, patting
yourself on the back because you sell a mug a bottle
of hair restorer, when you've just won a prize in the Irish
Sweep.

SHEPPEY: \Takzng off Us long white working toat.] Well, I'll